436                         t        LOTH AIR.

ruind while the great clock hardly described sixty second a.
Bat in that space ho had reviewed his life, arrived ah the
conclusion that all was vanity and bitterness, that he luui
failed in everything, was misplaced, had no object and no
hope, and that a distant and unbroken solitude in some
scene where either the majesty of nature was overwhelming
or its moral associations were equally sublime, must be his
only refuge. In the meditation of the Cosmos, or in tho
divine reverie of sacred lands, tho burthen of existence
might be endured.

o

4 Her Grace is at luncheon, my Lord/ at length said tho
groom of the chambers, and Lothair was ushered into the
gay and festive and cordial scene. The number of the self-
invited gaests alone saved him. His confusion was abso-
lute, and the Duchess remarked afterwards that Lothair
seemed to have regained all his shyness.

When Lothair had rallied and could survey the same, ht<
found he was sitting by his hostess; that tho Duke, not a
luncheon man, was present, and, as it turned out aftorwimls,
for the pleasure of meeting Lothair. Bertram also was
present, and several married daughters, ancl Lord Mont-
airy, and Captain Mildmay, and one or two others; and next
to Lady Corisande was the Duke of Brecon.

So far as Lothair was concerned, tho luncheon was unsuc-
cessful. His conversational powers deserted him. He an-
swered in monosyllables, and never originated a remark.
He was greatly relieved when they rose and returned tot ha
gallery in which they seemed all disposed to linger. The
Duke approached him, and in his wiood he found it easier to
talk to man than to women. Male conversation is of a
coarser gmin, and does not require so much pla/ of thought
and manner: discourse about Suoz Canal, and Arab Low**,
and pipes and pachas, can be carried on without any psycho*
logical effort, and by degrees banishes all sensibility. An'I
jpot he was rather dreamy, talked bitter than he Hitened,